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poor child tossed her shapely head, rolling wearily from side to side
seeking, seeking rest, and finding none. Then for a minute she lay
silent with closed eyes and Hushed cheek buried in the pillows, and
then once more began the bitter pain and the weary moaning. *Oh,
mother, oh, mother/ Her father knelt at the foot of the bed holding
her feet tenderly, for the agony was in her legs and feet. Last
Wednesday night while earning a bucket of water from the well
she slipped upon the icy path and fell heavily upon her back. We
fear her spine was injured for though she suffers acute pain in her
legs she cannot move them. The poor wild beautiful girl is stopped
in her wildness at last, and perhaps by the finger of God.

I saw Hannah Williams again this afternoon and sat awhile by her
bedside repeating the Evening Hymn 'Sun of my soul'.

This evening Teddy left us to return to London. A sharp frost,
the stars brilliant and the roads glassed with ice. I went with him to
the white gate where we parted and I turned off across the dark icy
fields towards the village to try to read Hannah Williams to sleep.
She had sunk to sleep two minutes before I got there, said her
mother, coming noiselessly and gratefully to the head of the stairs.
The light shone through the night from the sick girl's chamber
window, the night was still, an owl hooted out of the South and the
mighty hunter Orion with his glittering sword silently overstrode
the earth.

Simday, Childermas Eve

Before I went to Church this morning I went to see Hannah
Williams. Before I reached the cottage I heard the poor girl's dis-
tressing moans. They were moving her in her bed and it was heart-
rending to hear her. After tea I went to see Hannah and try to read
the poor child to sleep. I stayed there an hour or more turning her
in bed every quarter of an hour. She says I turn her and lift her
better than any one else.

Monday, Childermas Day

To-day we heard by a short telegram of the awful calamity of the
burning of the emigrant ship Caspatria near the Cape of Good Hope
bound for New Zealand. Four hundred and forty persons burnt in
her. One boat reached St. Helena with three survivors who had
lived on the flesh of their companions.

I went to see Hannah Williams. The inflammatory rheumatism